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the first halt. His feet and hands and waist were tiny.
His brown skin seemed to glow with health and hap-
piness.

No one who heard Sudan singing at the top of his
voice would doubt that he felt himself personally free.
Before the end of the morning I knew the words and
tune of his refrain:

Eliad Eliad Eliadill yemma al Baidiye
Ya jorkh min fasalak lil helu sidriye
Tintain warden sawa winte khalawiye.

My darling, my darling, my darling of Baidiye,
I envy the cloth that shapes your breasts.
Two maidens are gone to the well to draw water,
And you are alone.

As the cars moved swiftly across the flat, open
ground, sprinkled thickly with small black stones, we
spied a flock of gazelles to the north; but I would not
change course to follow them. Then, alas, one of the
beautiful creatures sprang up quite close. Immediately
Selman swerved to chase it. I would not allow my
scruples to spoil their sport. The car rushed forward.
Sudan offered me his rifle, and when I gave it back to
him, began to fire rapidly over my shoulder. He missed
each time. Then Selman, the driver, seized the rifle
from him. The car yawled over. I seized the steering-
wheel. Selman kept his foot hard down on the accelera-
tor and fired wildly. The gazelle twisted and turned in
frantic effort to escape, but the desert was flat for miles
around, and I knew there was no hope. The second car